


Family Picture Day

by quantic-bolt



Category: Naruto
Language: English
Characters: Bolt U., Naruto U.
Status: Completed
Published: 2016-04-21 00:09:04
Updated: 2016-04-21 00:09:04
Packaged: 2016-04-27 14:19:30
Rating: K
Chapters: 1
Words: 459
Publisher: www.fanfiction.net
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	Family Picture Day

**Summary: **In which Naruto is bad with words and instead takes his apology one step too far for Boruto.

**Update (1):** Just thought I'd clarify a couple things about the ending. When I wrote this, I envisioned Boruto to be around 17/18 (so a good 4/5 years older than during the Chunin exams), and Naruto and Hinata to therefore be nearing their 40s. Old but not old enough to not pop out one last kid (for some reason, I see Naruto as the type of person to want a good number of kids (not that three is a lot, but...)). As for Boruto's arm - well he was kind of a brat during the movie, so I kind of wanted to portray him as more matured (i.e. as a true shinobi). I actually wrote this with a whole backstory in mind... But this is the gist of it.

* * *

><p><strong>-<br>Family Picture Day  
>-<strong>

"Huh?" Boruto blinked, "Family picture day?"

Naruto flashed his trademark grin, nodding vigorously. "That's right! As the Hokage, I hereby mandate that we take a family picture every year!"

Boruto rolled his eyes at his father's antics. "No."

"Eh?"

Plopping himself on the couch, Boruto sighed, "I'm not doing it. Don't even try asking me again."

"Fine, I won't."

"Good." Too engrossed in his game however, Boruto had missed the sparkle in his father's eye. He'd beaten a level of his game when he heard his father trudge down the stairs again, this time wearing his haori.

"You've got business, tou-chan?"

Naruto nodded seriously, "Ah."

Boruto returned to his game expecting to hear a door slamming shut. He didn't.

"Huh? You're still here?"

Smirking, Naruto extended his hand to ruffle his son's hair. "You see, Boruto," he grinned, "this business as the Hokage… Actually… It has to do with you…"

"What is it?"

"Heh," Naruto chuckled, "As Hokage, I order you to take a family picture with us every year!"

.

.

.

Boruto smiled at the photographs, each in a separate frame, handmade by his mother and sister. His younger self scowled back at him, his dad making a peace sign over his shoulder with one arm, the other wrapped protectively around Hinata, who held Himawari.

"Tch… stupid tou-chan..." he muttered – and ever so carefully (so as not to damage Himawari's beautiful frame), Boruto slipped a new picture in place. His dad had one hand firmly on Himawari's shoulder, and the other on his mother who tenderly held the latest addition to the Uzumaki family. From behind her, his reflection stared back at him, one hand on his mother's free shoulder, the other in a sling, lips curved slightly up.


End file.
